3o         THE   INDIAN   SCENE
places of halt have been Ahmedabad, Ajmer, and Jeypore, and to-morrow we go to Agra, and thence to Delhi. If I mention this itinerary, it is not with the slightest intention of boring the reader with any laborious account of a tour through this region, but merely to indicate the part of India I am travelling in. That done, I will ask a simple question and endeavour to answer it. What does India look like to a man coming to it for the first time from England? I have read scores of books about India and all Mr. Kipling's and Mrs. Steel's novels, but they do not answer this question, for they are written by people to whom everything is familiar. Somewhere north of Baroda I open the shutters of my sleeping carriage and look about me. It is a flat country with many trees in it, very closely cultivated, and apparently cut up into small fields. Except that pale brown earth on the whole predominates over grass, there is